The play is written for four actors: 


LUTHER 
TETZEL 
NUN 
COMIC 


who later assume Other identities: 


LUTHER--GEORGE HERBERT, SAMUEL JOHNSON, FREUD, S$.S. ‘OFFICER 
TETZEL-~JOHN DONNE, BEN FRANKLIN, STALIN, G, I. 

NUN--GIRL 

COMIC--BARNUM 


A ig eat grt ro te 


Scene 1 


LUTHER stares at a chickenwire and board contraption. About a mm's 
height and perhaps ten feet wide, it is filled with junk, mostly 
old clothes. TETZEL enters. Both wear long underwear; TETZEL 
TE:TZEL: Admiration or shock? Spence peer ven weneee 
LUTHER: No true workman ever made that. 
TETZEL: Come now. You're used to the universal mind where all 
the corners are rounded and all the irregularities-- 
LUTHER: I don't know much but I-- 
TETZEL: Or your own mind with its hobgoblins and monsters 
of theology. Convoluted ambitions! Devious corridors! 
LUTHER: Ambitions? You...are Tetzel! 
TETZEL: At your service, mine old sotaweniete 
LUTHER: But why? 
TETZEL: Not why but how, Dr, Luther. Why is never our concern here. 
LUTHER: All right, how then? 
TETZEL: I don't know, Luther, but you are here. (dancing) 
Insofar as there is a here here. Or a where...or 
whether. 
LUTHER: Indulgent fool! 


TETZEL: Pun! 
LUTHER: I didn't realize, 
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TETZEL: Language outraces the peasant's brain. 

LUTHER: Oh I thnk I might be able to catch up to most of it. 
And are these (picking out a pair of trousers and 

throwing them back on the pile) your new indulgences, the bank 

where the virtues of the woriy can count towards the sns of 

the multitudes? Should I have kissed those filthy britches? 

TETZEL: For your own pleasure, 

LUTHER: No, but for a price. You maintain they're a saint's 

I'm sure. : 

TETZEL: Hardly. They're from the bunch from the Spanish Inquisition. 

LUTHER: They smelled a little smoky. 

TETZEL: Everything in this pile is a little smoky, one way or 

the other. 

LUTHER: Everything here seems diry, ill-made,. 

TETZEL: Thank you. 

LUTHER: What's it to you? 

TETZEL: Everything. Nothing. 

LUTHER: I...was so surprised to see you here at all. I thought 

TETZEL: Probably that the place would be reserved for your use 

exclusively. The righteous is the ultimate fool. 

LUTHER: Perhaps. But I accept you here though I didn't 

when we lived for you were corrupt. You were nc priest. 

TETZEL: Ah but I was! A man good enough to go to heaven was 

good enough to be a priest. Samuel Johnson said that, or 

something like that. | 

LUTHER: And who is Samael Johnson? 

TETZEL: I don't know. 

LUTHER: But you-- 


TETZEL: He is in my mind, As you are, 


LUTHER: It's rather Simple. Not much to see. Perhaps 

I can reason my way out of here, 

TETZEL: Reason, ah yes reason! Such reason killed me, 

Your reason. That is to say lies , calumny, vilification, the rape 
Of Mother Church for personal ambition. 

LUTHER: I came to you...at your death! 

TETZEL: We'll get to that, 

LUTHER: Anyway I never really attacked you, just what you. 
represented: the selling of indulgences. 

TETZEL: Sanctioned by his Holy Father. 

LUTHER: Unsupported by scripture--in any way. 

TETZEL: Ah yes we must always look for that Support musn't we? 
To prop up the lie we put forward. The devil can quote scripture 
Dr Luther, the devil in all of us. Things deeper than the devil too. 
LUTHER: I'm intrigued, 

TETZEL: No matter. I have you now. I don't mind telling you 

I was lonely in my own head. Heaven was a great benign timeless 
bore. I merely prayed for company. Female company to be exact. 
LUTHER: I do wish you had succeeded, 

TETZEL: I have--as you will see. 

LUTHER: My life with you is done with. I have no time-<_ 
TETZEL: No what? 

LUTHER: I have my writing. When I found that heaven was living 
in one's own mind I rejoiced in the wisdom of our Creator for I 
could again live in my writing, in my translation. 

TETZEL: Your lies and lies about lies, 


LUTHER: You cannot shake what my words come from, 


TETZEL: 
LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
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I don't know about that. 
A mighty fortress in ue God, 
And in his image he made the pile of shit called 


Dr Martin Luther, 


LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
or rod 
LUTHER: 
names? 


TETZEL: 


-MYck on Voltaire, Rousseau! 


Though I walk through the valley of the-- 
You're well past the shadow of death. Your cup runneth over 
Whteéh is it? I never can remember that one. 


Where...did I get those 


You could only get them from me for it's my mind 


you're in. 


LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 


(grabbing TETZEL) 
/Xou ghall not 


Who are they? 

I don't know. 

But surely-- 

We are never Lords of our thoughts, but servants, 
And now you are quoting me, mangling my words} 
You are not you. You are the you that I Bay. 

I am Martin Luther! 

We shall see, 

I am Martin Luther, priest of God. 

We are sand, 

No! I shall hold to my God and my self! 

We shall see what you hold and what holds you. 
threaten me you grasping anti-Christ! 


I dé not wish toe You are out of control. It is 


because my mind is out of control that you are this way. 


LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 


stop! (flinging LUTHERIS hands away) 


(slapping TETZEL) No! 


Don't let him hit you Tetzel. It is too sick even for you, 


Have you not done enough to me? 
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LUTHER: God knows how long ago-~ 

@ETZEL: There is no such thing as past, as future, All of 

life is in the moment. | 

LUTHER: And thus I'm offending you now, 

TETZEL: And forever | | 

LUTHER: Such a: heavy responsibility! 

TETZEL: Can you bear it? | 

LUTHBR: Only God can bear infinity. 

TETZEL: Well spoken if I do say so myself, 

LUTHER: And do I thank you for you or myself? 

TETZEL: That depends on when you thank me. | 

LUTHER: Such nonsense! How many anges can dance on the head of apin? 
You get these mysteries in your mouth like taffy candy and cannot 
find the words to get past them. Well I am through with such 
roundabouts, There is a rock to build on. 

TETZEL: Nothing sustains. ; 

LUTHER: You're wrong! 

TETZEL: Nothing sustains. 

LUTHER: The nihlist, the sentimentalist, the cynic: such easy poses! 
TETZEL: The glass is perpetually empty, Martin Luther! 

LUTEBR: Easier yet. The empty glass! The sophomore's first 
metaphor of despair! The sum and total of his literature and 
philosophy. Let a man work and his images will multiply, and 
images of images. Then he will buy his selfhood through his 
guts, His ideas will breathe and they'll leap with blood. 

But it's too dear a price for the poseur! 

TETZEL: Was that you? 

LUTHER: Yes! 

TETZEL: Congratulations! You can break through and be yourself 


in my mind. You can be mine and yours. 
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LUTHER: I will forever be Martin Luther. With his help. With 

his help. 

TETZEL: With or without it it's all the same. What I hear is 

the same whining tone I heard before. How these stpong men can whine! 
And how you whined at my deathbed. Whining and crowing too I 
daresay. . 

LUTHER: I came to you, on your deathbed! Yes! I didn't have to. 

I had won! I could have let you die, ignored your death. 

TETZEL: For some it's easier to watch. What could be better forp 
self-righteous prig? Watching his enemy die and mouthing watituacl 
Fine, fat, married, established. The rebel as burgher, rhetorical 
dandy as mealymouth. Thus was it ever! 

LUTHER: I I III felt only compassion at your death, Father Tetzel, 
joy at your joining your maker. 

TETZEL: Your hatred would have been a far better bowl of soup. 

'It comes to us all, Father Tetzel. God is calling you home,! 

I'd expect better from an ignorant country priest. 

LUTHER: Death is scarce the time for originality. But I did 

not say those things. 

TETZEL: Does it matter? 

LUTHR: Yes. I remember my feelings then, intensest feelings, 

close to my God in my reverence at your death. Asa man, not 

as an opponent in debate, Priest: of God dying! 

TETZEL: You killed me. | 

LUTHRR: An idea had to die! 

TETZEL: Ass! Ideas are men. You must tread easy in their lives. 
LUTHER: You must stomp into their very livers. 

TETZEL: Your kind of man must murder, 

LUTHER: (uncertain) Yes. 


TETZEL: (clambering up to fish a monk's robe off the pile of 
clothes) But why not close off debate althgether? Here 
(flinging robe) put this on. It belonged to a bookish imbecile 
Slaughtered during a crusade. 

LUTHER: I am honored to have it touch me. 

TETZEL: The poor man had no idea why he was where he was. 
While he was in this confusion a Turk sliced: through his neck 
so quickly that his head remained where it was. There he sat, 
the perfect religious, 

euthen yee I will laugh at pour story but reverence such a 
holy fool. 

TETZEL: Laughter is what's left when everything'is gone. 
LUTHER: I don't feel that's quite the case now. 


TETZEL: You are choosing laughter now. 


LUTHER: As I am choosing to put on this holy robe. Though 
why if we are spiritual beings, that is if I am spirit inside 
your spiritual mind...? 


TETZEL: For show, Dr Luther. What could be more important? 


Monastic bedroom. 


Scene 2 


Narrow bed, washstand with bottles, crucifix, 


TETZEL moans, LUTHER goes to him. 


LUTHBR: (whispering) Father Tetzel? F&ther Tetzel? 


It is 


Martin Luther, 


TETZEL: 
LUTHER: 


(loud) Thank God a miracle! I fart and he appears! 


God is taking you. He wants you to forget old quarrels 


and to think about your soul. 


TETZEL: 


Ah yes where would we be without the Martin Luthers to 


tell us what God wants? What a blessing he was sent to kill me! 


LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
did you 
LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
‘LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
LUTHER: 


God, in 


Fear no evil. 

Just you. 

And do you repent? 
Nothing. 

Father! 


When you crawled under the serpent's belly Martin Luther, 


smell the shit with your ecclesiastical nostrils? 


Are you prepared--? 
I've received the last rites from a real. priest. 


My Lord, look down upon thy servants-~ 


‘Heretic! 


and bestow thy mrecy and oompassion-- 
No! Don't you dare pray for me you who deettoved me!. 


I have too much humility to believe such a thing. 


his infinite wisdom 
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TETZEL: I know I know is coming to fetch me up into a golden 
sky, a peasants's golden sky. Oh how you would make me ill 
were I not, Martin Luther! 
LUTHER: God gathers his son unto him, God gathers his son 
into his arms, God gathers his son unto his breast. 
TETZEL: Would that he would do all those things first to his 
other son here. 
LUTHER: It...comes to us all. 
Stinking 
TETZEL:/ Bookworm! 
UTHER:God calls us home-~ 
TETZEL: Fraud! 
LUTHER: at his will. 
TETZEL: Charlatan! 
LUTHER: Welcome this servant Oh Lord! 
TETZEL: Blow it out of your ass you simpering holier-than-thou pig! 
LUTHER: Your anger cannot keep you alive. Let go of it, Father Tetzel! 
TETZEL: Never! God will welcome this angry man jobbed by holy 
bookkeepers, by priest-politicians! | 
LUTHER: Let go of it for your own sake. - 
TETZEL: Where is that bitch? I'm ary. - Bring me beer and black 
bread you cunt! You see I'm finally better than you Dr Luther | 
ae for I'm forbidden nothing. - | - | | - 
| NUN enters. 
NUN: Now now nouwhat is this fuss? I have here the beer. 
TETZEL: Oh have you you lovely Choi-man whore, sis er of appetites. 
Mhhhhhh! - | 
LUTHER: Surely some ainaaone gruel. 
TETZEL: Only to be chagked upe Let me choke up something with 


Some life, hey? Let me strangle on the froth of something that 


a man eats, not an infant! 


NUN: 
TETZEL: 


(chokes) 


You must lay back and be easy. 


Like you huh? (to Luther) 


almost saved me. 


LUTHER: - A diligent nurse I'm sure. 
(eating) 
Tetzel: /Evertime the cock rose I knew I was alive! 
LUTHER: Crowed? 
TETSEL; Aye. Aye. When it was over. Then I got too weak, 
LUTHER: It is his sickness talking. 
TETZEL: But twice a day, before my medicine-- 
NUN: Easy. 
LUTHER: God bless. 
TETZEL: I would dig into her! 
LUTHER: God will take him soon. 
NUN: Thanks be to God! 
TETZEL: And drive it up until-- 
LUTHER: His language shows his delerium. 
TETZEL: she could feel it-- 
LUTHER: God knows his heart. 
NUN: I hope so. 
TETZEL: Through the roof of her skull! 
LUTHER: Train yourself not to listen. 
TETZEL: And up and up until it fucked the stars themselves! _ 
LUTHER: Try your rosary. . | 
TETZEL: 


Her ears would whistle. The whole universe would whistle! 


(gagging, choking, whistling) 


IIIIIII won't go quietly off! Burst my whole life through: 


my cock! 


When I first came here she 


cee tee te a | 
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LUTHER: God doesn't want this...violence! He wants a sleeping 
babe, 

TETZEL: Martin Luther's God again! Telling Martin Luther what 
Martin Luther wants God to want. (choking) 

LUTHER: Submit! 


TETZEL: Yours is the prissy violence of duty, Mr Luther. 
You'll murder the world to do it! 
LUTHER: We are brothers, 


TETZEL laughs, shrieks, and chokes hysterically, 


- . Ford-12 


Scene 3 
At the bin. LUTHER AND TETZEL watch momentarily as the NUN 
removes the bed etc. for the next scene. 
TETZEL: Work Sister work! These women must find out that they 
just can't bang their way into paradise. 
LUTHER: You fill me with disgust with yur jokes and your 
history. They weigh on me as much as does this dead man's 
robe. (removing it) 
TETZEL: That which is born of the spirit is spirit. 
LUTHER: A corrupt tree bringeth forth evil fruit. 
TETZEL: I can of my own self do nothing. 
LUTHRBR: The scripture itself is blasted by your foul breath. 
TETZEL: Oh la dee dah dee dooo. Tr peasant boy tries rhetoric again. 
LUTHER: Then I must say it simply: I did vist your deathroom but 
it eae quiet. I prayed, listening hard to your tiny breaths. 
God touched us. 
TETZEL: He did? I was moving my bowels for the last time. 
An important historical fact. | 
LUTHER: Is history a plaything then? 
TETZEL: It is human to remember what one wants to. 
LUTHER: Destroying all boundaries, all forms. 
TETZEL: What you tried to do in lite, hey? - 


LUTHER: I wanted he church to come back to God's word, hb scripture. 


TETZEL: 
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Well I am not a scholar, Luther. I didn't want seminars 


after the fact then; I don't now. (He gets blouses for them, 


pulls lace cravats from the chickenwire.) Put this on. Dress 


up the booklouse, 


LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 


need trousers, . ms 


LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 


No trousers? 


We are suggesting. When you are suggesting you don't 


Ridiculous! 

Art. 

Bullshit! 

Art again. 

When I hear the word art I reach for my rosary. 


A good German must always reach. (They walk into the net scene, 
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Scene 4 
They come to an ornate table upon which is a wine bottle and two 
glasses, a leather volume. 
‘LUTHER: Where is this? 
TETZEL: I don't know. 
LUTHER: You lie. 
TETZEL: (shrugs) 
LUTHER: I've not seen a table quite like this, more hacked than 
carved. — 
TETZEL: May I pour you wine? 
LUTHER: Please. Will I taste it? quarries 
TETZEL: I don't know. If this were real wine in the real gross 


world of the senses, what would you be willing to trade for it? 
LUTHER: We are in a play,I know, but it's not some perverse Faust. 
TETZEL: You know Goethe? 

LUTHER: I try to keep up. 

TETZEL: It's hard. Things are always being changed eee 

LUTHER: I've noticed. Where does it leave truth? 

TETZEL: What is truth asked jesting Pilate. 

LUTHER: The corrupt and wilful man always aol the essential 
questions. 

TETZEL: He was a politician, the pure choice forever beyond hin. 


-LUTHRR: It never is, for anyone. 


TETZEL: Thousand of miles from a cultured home and in the 

midst of savages. After all, what would the post report say 

about Jerusalem? 

LUTHER: Pushy jews. 

TETZEL: The anti~Semite., History has a way of sliding off the 

probleém.. 

LUTHER: (picking up volume) Then let it Slide away from Martin 

Luther. (paging) This is in English. 

TETZEL: Perhaps we've wandered into hell. I never had much of 

a sense of direction, Got into the wrong church in the wrong tom 

at times. It made no difference, I still pried the silver loose. 

Guilt is the only universal, 

LUTHER: “Let us see if John Donne can be as wise, 

TETZEL: (snatching book) I am John Donne, My tlood is my 

faith as is his. 

LUTHER: Faith is not he body. 

TETZEL: Really? Now that I don't have the body I know it's the 

only thing worth having. 

LUTHER: The gross man makes the whole world gross. 

TETZEL: And the pure man makes the whole world stink. 

LUTHER: I grow tired of contention. Even I. 

TETZEL: Then let us have poetry by all means. (clears throat) 

One of the divine poems. 

LUTHER: Good! Even a fnglishman can be devout. 

TETZEL: Batter my heart, three-personed God, for you-- 

LUTHER: Good! Good! Force! 

TETZEL:; As yet but knock, breathe, shine, and seek to mend; 
That I may rise and stand, o'erthrow me; and bend 


Your force to break, blow, burn, and make me new. 
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LUTHER: Yes! Born again. Renew me Lord! (looks to TETZEL 
who is silent) Well, go on, | 
TETZEL: It just goes on with these same kind of paradoxes: 
unless you murder me I cannot live, inves you humiliate me I 
can't be proud. All these lies that Christianity is built on. 
LUTHER: Pah! 
TETZEL: The end'll interest you. It's the same sort of bu iness — 
but asks God to go a little step further. 
LUTHER: God asks this of us I would say. 
TETZEL: You would say! Everyone knows what you would say. 
There's no surprise in it, 
LUTHER: Thank you. 
TETZEL: Take me to you, imprison me, for I, . 
Except you'enthrall me, never shall be free, 
Nor ever chaste, except you ravish me. 
LUTHER: Of course! My freedom is being God's slave, Marvelous, 
TETZEL: And the last line? 
LUTHER: I didn't catch it. Something about a radish? 
TETZEL: Ravish. The crowning paradox my dear Dr Luther is 
that one cannot be chaste, pure, unless-- 
LUTHER: Oh my God! 
TETZEL: God fucks you. A holy rape, hey? 
LUTHER: Father forgive them for they know not, 
TETZEL: I've lived my life on these English principles, fucking 
my prick raw for God's greater glory. As his priest you understand, 
LUTHER: Babies must play. . 
TETZEL: What are we ever going to do with language? It is a bomb! 
LUTHER: It is the man using it. 
TETZEL: No! It destroys! It destroys! 
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LUTHER: It is a tool of many purposes. 
TETZELY 
It is itself. It can only rend. Because of it nothing can endure, 
LUTHER: You're crazy. 
TETZEL: Then you're crazy too since you live in my crazy head, 
LUTHER: I am Luther. 
TETZEL: Become Herbert, George Herbert. 
LUTHER: I warn you. I will not read any scurrulous filth. 
TETZEL: Offended-by filth is it, barnyard boy? The shit ground 
into your heels, it cannot be dug out. 
LUTHER: I'm hardly a farmer's son. Anyway, the barnyard is an 
honest place, 
TETZEL: Martin Luther Martin Luther, you take ideas too seriously. 
Babies muSplay you said. Good! All life is playing, Martin. 
At least ideas are, words are, All is in a buzz with nothing 
in the center. 
LUTHER; And you were a priest, 
TETZEL: I was an idea of the church. The church was anotler idea. 
I was an idea of an idea, 
LUTHER: buzz all right! Tiresome! 
TETZEL: (nodding to book) Please. 
LUTHER: Christ Jesus hopefully I begin. 
TETZEL: We all do. 
LUTHER: The Pearl. 
TETZEL: Of very little price. . 
LUTER: (very reverently, transported) 
I know the ways of learning: both the head 
And pipes that feed the press, and make it run; - 
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' 
What reason hath from nature borrowed, 


Or of itself, like a good housewife, spun 

In laws and policy; what the stars conspire; 

What willing nature speaks, what forced by fire; 

Both th'old discoveries and the new-found seas, 

The stock and surplus, cause and history; 

All these stand open, or I have the keys~-- 

Yet I love-> thee. 

I know the honorable ways-- 
TETZEL: Enough! It is all of the same pattern. One knows the 
worldly lore and manners yet one falls upon God at the end of it, 
Trite. 
LUTHER: Sublime. 
TETZEL: These damn English have to say everything a dozen times. 
“o you know Handel? 
LUTHRR: No, 
TETZEL: Well he goes on and on and he only moved there, 
LUTHER: Be easy my son, be patient. Let the lovely acceptance 
seep in. 
TETZEL: Like a pig in the mud. : 
LUTHER: Tt makes you uncomfortable. I shall try another, : 
TETZEL: How Christian. But perhaps if you made it--remember our 
conversation about show--more of a show. Get behind the desk. | 
and lean over it at me. Lenin struck that pose when he spoke. 
He all but Lloated over the audience like a saint, 
LUTHER: I didd't know him. 
TETZEL: A priest of an Eastern rite. 
LUTHER: Oh, 
TETZEL: Go on. 


LUTHER: The collar, 


TETZEL: 
LUTHER: 


TETZEL: 


LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 


because he cannot 


LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 


to watch. 


LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
GIRL: 

- TETZEL: 
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Good! You'll need to hit the table. 

(striking table) : | 
I struck the board and cried, 'No more!" 

(very emotional) 

But as I raved and grewmore fierce anc wild. 


(windmilling his arms) 


At every word I heard on calling, Child! 


| And I replied 


My Lord! 


Like the other then. The rebel capitulates 


Sustain the courage he never had. An old story... 
You.e..cut the heart out of the matter. 

It's a small heart. 

You can't take these things and peur them into thimbles. 
Not if you value thimbles. - 

And what do you value? 


Wha_t the moment flings up. 


. her 
v7 aly tone 


Like a toad, Hum 
They get a lot of screwing. dal aie g 


Reminds me of the church. 


It's something 


How cheap of youl 

And other secular concerns. 
You'd pinch off love. . 
Pinch? (as GIRL enters carrying a tankard) 

Are you banging that board for grog or what is it? 
IIIIIIIIIIII (running at her) 

know the way your nipples bob 

Yet I love thee (embracing her) 


I know the way the cunt contracts and nibbles 
I know the way the pecker dribbles 


line: 
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Then fires (bending her back) its sweet package, 

Yet 1 love-- 
She manages to push him awagz in order to throw the grog into his 
face, exits. . 
LUTER (sitting on table) Is one not even safe from humiliation 
in one's own thoughts? 
TETZEL! So..eit appears. 
LUTHER: I liked being George Herbert. It was a relief to be 
lifted out of myself for a bit. If yarre exacting revenge or 


something gou've not gotten anye I genuinely liked George Herbert. 
(GIRLefiters;,stL1l. pretty. angry; she puts compressed air horn and 


college banner on table next to LUTHER). 
TETZELS Atypical smacked ass. Literary! All the posturing, 


histrionics, thundering! Ass! You played him well. Naturally enough. ~ 
LUTHR: I wasn't always qgware of playing. Am I supposed to be? 
TETZEL: It's your nickel. 

LUTHER: My-<-? 

TRETZEL: Never mhd. I suppose I might know what may happen... 

and whOeee in a Waye 

LUTHER: And @r Donne? 

TETZEL: Bright flashing fellow wrestling a whore-like God. 

The idea is older than sin itself. 

LUTHER: And are you detached when you're him? 

TETZEL: I'm detached when I'm me.- a | 

LUTHER: Well, anyway, I like the game or Sratavers: Is tiers. 
an end in view? JI mean are we doing it for a reasone | 
reTzep: 1 believe 50. “Though 4t doesn't matter. 

LUTHER: Then why are we here? . 

TETZEL: Same reason we lived. To make a sho of it. Did you ever . 
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(TETZEL grabs the horn and blasts it a few times) 


LUTHER* 
TETZEL: 


God I hated to die! 


Goodness! 
That's you all right. (Blasts it into LUTHER'S Face.) 


(Drops horn and picks up banner, waves it 


sweepingly) I sold what people wanted! 

LUTHER: Indulgences! 

FETZEL: Yeah! 

LUTHER: A practice unsupported by scripture. 

TETZEL: Who cares about jazz like that when you got it made? 
LUTHER: The unselfish. | 

TETZEL: Nobody, but nobody! All you Luthers'11 find that oute 
Guaranteed! Christ I'm freezing! 


(GIRL enters with bundle of clothes. 


Heavy three-quarter coats, 


chaps. They remove their shirts and she comes back and tosses 


them into the bin. 


They help each other on with the coats 


and chaps.) 

TETZEL: Something's wrong here...these things. What are these 
things? 

LUTHER: (ignoring him, taking spectacles from his pocket) 
TETZEL: Those are mine! (snatching them away) oe 


There! (He puts them on) They feel right at least. These 


other things I don't know. Do they wear them in America? 


Will they? 


LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
LUTHER: 
TETZEL: 
LUTHER: 


Am I supposed to S al 


: ; se os. 
No, I am. ee ere . Dr Samuel Johnson. 


Just fake it. 


But. what am I to say? 


TETZEL: Better not to know. I've chosen you to be him, 

No worry. At least I think I have. These things confuse me. 

(He gestures for LUTHER to sit at the table)/ They sit.) 

I mean these things on our legs. Something like this can rattle 
you. ‘ 

JOHNSON: Rattle a vain and foolishman perhaps, but not a prudent 
one. . “ prudent man faces the miniature disasters of life with 
steadfastness and with equanimity, 

FRANKLIN: (aside) ‘He's into it now. Come and visit me in the 
land of the big PX, Sam. Get you a wall job in Williamsburg, 
JOHNSON: Sir! | 

FRANKLIN: B. J. in Boston? Round the world-- 

JOHNSON: Sir! 

FRANKLIN: in Rochester? 

Johnson: Cease and desist or I willl have to take measures 
reserved for your type of foul-lipped ruffian. 

FRANKLIN: Just a bit of light relief. All work and no play-- 
JOHNSON: Sir I do not wish to speak with you. I cannot twist 

it down further. When @ man betrays his ene. he never lacks 

for reasons in his mind, but those. selfsame reasons are in fact 
pratings of a most malicious sort. A Whig or an American wild | 
justify @ything? a condition widen: prescribes. itself as universal 
and unending for the vast bulk of humankind, . God save the . 
King, Dr Franklin, and deliver me from infernal colonists 
_and from patriots of such) doubleness and subtléness! 

. FRANKLIN: Doubleness?” Subtlety? I will lend you our documents, — 
> gORNSON: Aye, lend. ; ‘eee Se a4 

"FRANKLIN: And there you will see the literature of honor and — 


of freedom. % Oe | ot 


JOHNSON: Words words words errupted Hamlet whilst listening 
to a similar fool. Ask the black slave of their meanings, 
of their colors, yes their colors. Ask him to define this 

upon which 
freedom/you discourse en. Though I daresay you will think o” 
others: thea scouldrel has an inventory as vast as his conscience 
is puny. . 
FRANKLIN: As Poor Richard said, Many words won't fill a bushel. 
The used key is always bright. Lost time is never found again. 
Sloth makes all things difficult, but industry all easy. 
Allow me to make you the gift of this book. 
JOHNSON: Ah yes the latest in bite-sized philosophy, but I prefer 
mine by the hunk, like mutton. 
FRANKLIN: My good doctor, my thinking has taken a scientific bent. 
JOHNSON: Will I now have to listen to the tale of the accursed kite? 
FRANKLIN: No no no no, it's these things we're wearing on our 
legs. Theytre perhaps designed for 2 soldier to walk through 
brambles bh war. 
J HNSON: Sir, there is hardly a thing of this earth that is 
not suitable to some purpose whether designed or accidental. 
FRANKLIN: It's an ill wind-- 
JOHNSON: That you are, 
FRANKLIN: Cats in gloves catch no mice. 
JOHNSON: Cats? Catch no mee? Sir, I swallowed your lightning 
experiment, where you speak clearly and with good sense and at. 
appropriate length, but I cannot digest Enese noodles of 
proverbial lore. They are fit diet for. tie coachman and 

and for 


the scullery maid/green ° ‘Zirls gone a-mooning,. I can savor 


those proverbs in “the Good Book and from thence and from God 


and King obtain the moral guidance fit for a man-or the world 


FRANKLIN: What key for a locked mind? 

JOHNSON: Sir? 

(GIRL enters) 

FRANKLIN: Another matter and of some gravity. 

(leaves table to confront girl) 

FRANKLIN: My physician assures .me that even now I am in receipt 
ofa gift from you most dnwdieone by my general constitution. 
GIRL: Oh Lah Sr, speak plain. You dizzy me. Most times 

you say nothing at all but get right to the task. 

FRANKLIN: Time is money. 

GIRL: Only in my profession or similar. _ . 
FRANKLIN: That saying is the cornerdtone of our moral republic. 
GIRL: If the shoe fits-- | : 
BRANKLIN: Don't proverbial me thou saucy one! 

GIRL: Saucy indeed! French if remember well your tastes. 
FRANKLIN: That's a story from another opera. 

GIRL: Please not to worry Sir, a most clever physician has 

rid me of that devilish pox. I have on sale a something quite 
worth your while. | j 

FRANKLIN: What are you selling this tine? Cancer? ee: a as 
JOHNSON: (shouts) You are reaching, Br franklin. That one indeed 
is imbued with whiskers. | | | - | 
FRANKLIN: Any sort in a storm, 

JOHNSON: Dismiss the wench and return to our convivial board. 


FRANKLIN: You are dismissed. 


GIRL:. Thanks teacher. 


JOBNSON : Impudence! This is what your license purchased. 


FRANKLIN: In a manner of speaking. 
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JOHNSON: Indeed the manner of speaking makes all the difference 
in the world. | 

FRANKLIN: I'm a simple man. Matter preferred to ornament. 
JOHNSON: And money preferred to all. 

(Enter COMIC in baggy pants which contains device for simulating - : 
erectinns. He plays bad-soundng drum.) 

JOHNSON: Who is this white Hottentot with his ill-sounding drum? 
FRANKLIN: It has a hole in it. Didn't you say yous put a hole 
in my drum? 

JOHNSON: Never sir! 

FRANKLIN: Never's a long time. 

(GIRL ters in Western outfit as stripper would envision it-- 
Silver lasoo--really flies around, bumping and grinding as 

COMIC chases her, slamming the drum and periodically sporting 

an erection.) 


JOHNSON: Some other "lightning" you've arranged, Dr. Franklin? 


FRANKLIN: How'd you like to get your bolt in her thunder? 
those Bevcocee neleey oo 

JOHNSON: Such imagery, sir, is as appalingly bad as £... v : 

of the metaphysicals. 

FRANKLIN: To each iis own. 

JOHNSON: A pernicious doctrine to be sure. 

FRANKLIN: 1 confounded that young lady once and got a connundrum 

thereby. : | 

JOHNSON: If you had deaved: with God and oe you would have been 

spared such puzzlements. . Sein i | 

FRANKLIN: I verily think dnl life resemtles one Sie 

plack holes in vasty space, where gravity forces matter to 

explode in upon itself. aa ao | 

JOHNSON: How come you by this knowledge? 

FRANKLIN: — I. don't. know... 
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(COMIC and GIRL stop. He flings away drum. She flings away lasoo.) 
COMIC: Anddddddddddd-- 

GIRL: YessSSSSSSSS5. 

COMIC: speaking of black holes, have you met my wife here? 

JOHNSON: Vile and beastly. 

COMIC: Oh then you have. Not this whore though. She's just... 
pneumatically auditioning. I'll wait for a laugh. No. Well you 
can get it now or after the show. It'll cost you more. 

FRANKLIN: It already has. 

COMIC: Actually this is my daughter. I've been showing her the rope. 
Save your applause untiLthe end, folks. | 

JOHNSON: A good stout stick will be the applause that I render. 
COMIC: I met a guy talked like you once. He was queer. 

JOHNSON: We are all of us queer. 

COMIC: (to GIRL) Hear that! _ 

GIRL: Shocks my boxer panties. (They swish around, flash wrists 
at each other and audence.) 

JOHNSON: This is mystifying trash. 

FRANKLIN: Dear Doctor, everything clears up in this world if you 
wait long enough. 

JOHNSON; Why wait for an unworthy end? 

FRANKLIN:. No choice. | oH 

(COMIC and GIRL shove them off their chairs so they can use them) 
COMIC: Travelling salesman, taking farmer's daughter for buggy 
ride. Has to stop cause the horse drops dead! (GIRL and COMIC 
stand up to look at horse,. then pump down.). Pe 
FRANKLIN: Providence! | } 
COMIC: Being a normal boy, this excites him. (Erection flies up !) 
GIRL: What's that? a | | 


COMIC: It brings new life! 

GIRL: Then Stick it in the horse and let's get the fuck out of here! 
(FRANKLIN flails around the floor laughing; JOHNSON gets up to 
attack comic, but falls over FRANKLIN.) 

COMIC: The old toff had a nice trip. 

GIRL: Peachy. | 

COMIC: . Indeed twas. 

(Franklin ani Johnson are wrestling.) 

GIRL: Looks like coupe well-acquainted chaps. 

COMIC: The Greeks had a fuckin word for it. Hope a few coppers 
get shook loose so's we can pick em up after the show. 
JOHNSON: You'll likely get them pushed down your throat! 
GIRL: Ooooo but they make rough old fellows nowadays. The 
one'd screw a snake, 

COMIC: He's a democrat¢, dear. 

GIRL: That's some excuse to be sure. 

JOHNSON ; You shant demean humankind much longer! 

COMIC: Damn Tories'd preach you deaf whilst they got the best 
screwin and eatin. 

GIRL: And so my dear sir it's a question of who gets it into 
you fastest. 

COMIC: Pre and cisely. (FRANKLIN now sits on Johnson.) — 
GIRL: (to FRANKLIN) Comfy? : | | 
COMIC: Fellow goes into a whorehousel 

GIRL: ‘Hegcewueoensel 

- JOHNSON: Thg is the world one! 

COMIC: What's wrong with him? 

FRANKLIN: Literary. | 


GIRL: Pity. — 


=~ 


COMIC: Fellow goes into whorehouse you know? 

GIRL: Everybody knows. 

COMIC: Pays the madam, goes into first room it's his sister. 
FRANKLIN: No! 

COMIC: Kicks the shit out of her, sends her home. 

GIRL: That's okay, 'less she likes that. 

COMIC: Everybody does. 

FRANKLIN: I'll try anything twice. 

COMIC: Goes to second room it's his father. 

FRANKLIN: How European, 

GRL: Progressive, I say. 

COMIC: Bops him in the snot-locker and spins him out of there. 
GIRL: Now that's poetry! 

COMIC: Third room. 

GIRL: Mama. 

COMIC: Right on your tit-type. 

GIRL: Whacks her around? 

FRANKLIN: Chastises her? 

quack : Fucks her flat out. 

GIRL: There's a name for that. 

COMIC: We aint enlightened enough. 

FRANKLIN: . Where's the point? This is‘mere description. 
JOHNSON: Let me make my life mid the beasts! 

COMIC: After, when they're layin there snoking and talking about 
who should do the shopping, you know. 


- FRANKLIN: There's a beauty about the domestic 2 life. 


COMIC: _ Why he says "Let's all stay home from: now. on and make > 


ends neet. , 


. a 
FRANKLIN: They would fo that. (laughs) ‘A penny saved-— 


tavigre, Teton Mt, ee iii, 
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(JOHNSON rears up ana dumps FRANKLIN , piers kneels) 

JOHNSON: Father, by thy holy might purge this excrement from 
their minds and souls, making there your pristine dwelling places 
(COMIC grabs the airhorn and blasts ‘it a few times; GIRL 

takes pennant and waves it around, cavorts like a cheerleader, ) 
FRANKLIN: My friends, my friends, do not be upset, 

(his hand on JOHNSON'S Shoulder) It's truly unfortunate. but 
religion will ever be an embarrassment to all. 

COMIC: I never liked the way it smelled, 

GIRL: It makes you think that you smell too. 

FRANKLIN: But tis rich enterprise. Quite enough@ to ask, and to 
pventook its grosser aspects. 

GIRL AND COMIC: Amen, 

JOHNSON: . Beyond redepbtion, like America herself. 

COMEC: Well11, we had a lot of fun heretonight, but after all 
the talk or nother fucking and cornholing and taking it into 

your head to make’ money and all those things--all in fun, right?— 
ease comes a time to get serious, even to become grateful. 

We can say motherfuck but we Aone mean it, of course, for 

we don't fuck those we love. | 

FRANKLINL Amen. . 

COMIC: Thank you. And we love our mothers. For what they have 
sacrificed, of course, but...but mostly for being themselves, 

for wiping that tear, fixing that cut, listening, just, just 
listening. (JOHNSON vomits) 

“nd and andand thinking of mother makes me think of motherland, 

~ GIRL: Naturally enough. 

COMIC: We have left you, mother, Great Britain. | (Unzips his 


fly and pulls out modern American flag.) Now America comes _ 
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in red, white, and blue. 

Parga is He last refuge of the scoundrel! 

COMIC: Come to us Great BYitain. (GIRL removes Union Jack from 
her pants. Theyrola the flags out so that their edges overlap.) 
COMIC: Join with us now and let bygones be bygones. Then 

come and visit our shining city on the hill! 

GIRL: But without shines. | 

COMIC: Only the zoning holds them out, 

GIRL: Thank God! You get raped enough by decent people. 

(They dah Hah thragh a sotto voice Star Spangled Banner, 
FRANKLIN joins them, his hand over her breast as he stands 
behind her.) 

(JOHNSON gags and retches ani flails around, finally is slent.) 
FRANKLIN: I think he's had it, bought the farm , couldn't 

Choke back all the gorge by George. 

COMIC: If you can't stand the shit stay away.from the ‘outhouse, 
FRANKLIN: Look at how fat he is and how ill-dressed. Such 
neglect! 

(GIRL apppoaches JOHNSON, leans over him, picks up something 
near his body.) — e | 
COMIC: What is it, Babes? 

GIRL: A horseshoe nail, 


FRANKLIN: Aye. 
(They ritualistically nod their heads tines times, then 


shake them the like number. ) 


Pa Scene 5 
(Back at the clothes bin, removing their clothes, throwhng them in. 
TETZEL: (examining chaps before he throws them) Time went out 
of whack with these things, I believe. 
LUTHBR: It seems out of whack with most things. 
TETZEL: A good trick since it doesn't exist. 
LUTHER: Oh I don't want this kind of talk. The spirit is still 
hight within me. | 
TETZEL: I thought I chose wisely for you. Sehnsen is a 
parallel ass. Mouthing fixity while blood showers the world. 
LUTHER: That is the best time to hold to gour God. 
TETZEL: How could you hold anything, Martin Luther, for all 
the blood on your hands? 
| LUTHER: Me? Blood? 
TETZEL: Perhaps this is the gauge of greatness for a man. 
How many die becaude he lived. I claim ignominy but wish 
that I didn't. | | 
_ LUTHER: God chose me for his work, as he has chosen me fore. 
whatever it is we are doing, and to what end. : 
TETZEL: To no end in particualr. Oh to some end because a show 
must end. Now could you calm ounasl? enough to be scientific? 
LUTHER: Life is a passion. Thinking ise pasaton, serving 
‘God ie" a passion. itn HOt aw mance parcel himself out for 
objectivity. Truth permeates the universe. You cannot take it 
by the slices “isis fae 


TETZEL:| A passion must reach climax or tumescence will lock 


-—~-se or hlhlhFawo 


LUTHER: Man strangles himseif by his own figures of speech. 

Life is not sex and the brain doesn't float in a sac with 

the testicles. 

TETZEL: I think that sometimes it does. Even Martin Luther's 
great brain, hey? Painful! 

LUTHER: Our talking is to no end. 

TETZEL: It is part of the show. That is the only reason for it. 
Lét's get on. (examining Russian-style tunic.) There are plenty 
of these, and from the very best slaughters. (sniffs) Ah 

you get the stink of fear, Unmistakable. 

LUTHR: Is that your delight? 

TETZEL: Yes, since I aecepe it. Man will always purify the 
world by spilling out the guts of other men. Little men find 
little reasons and great men find great reasons. But the 

blood comes hn waves. 

LUTHER: Then we will beat them back! 

TETZEL: With what? Words? Images? 

LUTHER: With Christ! 

TETZEL: That too is a word. 

LUTHER: But I sense in thee, my brother, a depth where Christ can swim. 
Forgive me. Can you forgive me? 

TETZEL: No. 

LUTHER: Why? 

TETZEL: Because you are no longer Martin Luther but the idea 


of Martin Luther. That--as you will see--cannot be forgiven. 


Scene 6 
STALIN'S office. A desk faces the audience, a flag hanging 
in front with hammer and sickle (These prove detachable), 
A world map hangs Folin the bin with all countries painted red, 
GIRL enters wheeling Deateup bicycle with a bandage on each wheel. 
A painting is strapped on the bike. She gets it orf and hangs 
somewhere on the bin. It's of Castro. STALIN enters, | 
looks at picture. 
STALIN: Upstart! In the old days he'd never'd lasted, 
(he goes to his desk) How's the pogrom going? Boy that's a 
mouthful! 
GIRL: (absently Since she's tinkering with the bike) Comrade? 
STALIN: What are you. doing there? 
GIRL: Building Socialism, _ | 
STALIN: What's in it for me? | 
GIRL: ‘Comrade? . 
STALIN: It's the universal question unfortunately, one we share 
with Capitalism, Tt'11 take ‘a while to create Socialist Man. 
GIRL: We'll work with all our’ will! To each according to | 
that person's-- | 


IN waving his arm) - 
- STALIN: ever mind ait that. 


BARNUM (off) Take awhile? Take awhile? Don't: let words beat you. 
(Enters y with Freud) Repeat after me! I 


ALL: I 
BARNUM;: Can 


poe ae Sr UTC: | 
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ALL: Can. 

BARNUM: Now don't peter out, especially you Sigmund. No force 
in that boy. Do! 

ALL: (weak) Do. 

BARNUM: (screaming) I can do it! I can do it! I can do it! 
FREUD: (shrugs) It all depends. 

BARNUM: Don't shrug. Jews shrug. And others not a hundred 
percent, Hundred per cent! 

STALIN: Who let, this in? 

BARNUM: Barnum's the name. Here to make you a household name, 
Houshold name! | 

STALIN: Who sent you? 

BARNUM: Letter of introduction from J. Leon Trotsky. 

STALIN: What time are the executions today? 

GIRL: Cancelled, 

BARNUM: Honor of my visit. 

STALIN: Cancelled? Where's my pogrom director? 

FREUD: &ancel-fhem forever. | 

STALIN: Why? “5 he | 

FREUD: Can't you see why? Tell me about your mother. 
STALIN: Salt of the earth. Lt eS 


FREUD: These damn Georgians! 
BARNUM: x 


Behind every great man, two women. Every great one! 


STALIN: In our system sainty in yours . 


GIRL: Whores, 
FREUD: Women love to say that word. 
STALIN: Any objections, gentlemen. 


BARNUM: Nope. a 
FREUD: There are more things in heaven and earth than are - 


dreamt of*in your philosophy. 


BARNUM: That language'd sell! 

FREUD: From Goethe's translation of Shakespeare translated back 
into English by Shakespeare. 

GIRL: Impossible. I must warn you: nonsense is forbidden! 

FREUD: We might as well forbid ourselves. 

BARNUM: Cool it will you, jew-boy? 

STALIN: Who did the best in the writing? 

FREUD: Goethe. He's sublime. 

BARNUM: Ever heard of Eddy Guest? He aould get a lick in anywhere. 
And-no fairy stuff, You could understand it, 

STALIN: One man adding to another's work. Thousands adding 

to thousands. Millions adding to millions! 

BARNUM: That's the thinking! The thinking! Harvard sixty-six, 

Yale nothing! No matter what the talk was before. All the talk before! 
(Girl goes to the front of the desk’and removes the hammer and 
sickle; comes back to bike and ineffectually works on it.) 

BARNUM: (pointing to Stalin, who ducks) Hey! You got something 
there. I kid you not. Something! (She throws the tools away.) 
STALIN: My...question was about executions. Before this... 

gas explosion and his shuffling jew. (Freud shffles all around, 
like an overinilated duck.) . | 
BARNUM: Never mind him, Joe, Immature. Immature. You 

should hear the shit he talks about. But you! - That wit of 

yours is money! Money! I éan show you oe | 

STALIN: (to girl) | Comraaaaaaaade? 

GIRL: (flinging the bike over) We're out of F bullets, ropes. gies : 
poison on order from the states. . 

STALIN: The only people you cam really depend ‘on. 


aa! I'm here for an 


BARNUM: We're proud you say that. Bro 


7 . 


order now. Planes, ships, ball blasters, you name it! And LR 
won't fuck you on price either, Hey, we got a hell of a Fatixe 
ahead of us. You guys are nuts to make your own shit. Nobody 

Can give you a deal like we can, Nobody! We'll beat them 
pricewise, we'll beat them equipmentwise. Nobody? 

STALIN: Send me ten of each, 

FREUD; Casual megalomania compounded by the inability to be closg 
BARNUM: Any monograms? Art department could whip out a pretty 
nice J.S. 

GIRL: There is no cult of peranality here, 

BARNUM: Who the fuck is she anyway? 

STALIN: My conscience, 

BARNUM and FREUD: No shit! 

STALIN; The old people wanted me to have her. You know how 

they are, 

FREUD: You can't have a woman for a conscience. Impossible! 

You should have sent for Jung. He allows it. 

STALIN: (pointing to Freud) Is he a dictator? 

BARNUM: Not now but it's how we handle it. But let's get back to 
your problem. Give me a problem. First, this murder problem 
Wanna know how I'd solve it? 

GIRL: It's not murder. It's liquidation for the good of the state 
BARNUMS Whatever, Well first thing's cost accounting. You gotta 
get you some good cost accountants. know what you! re buying 

know what I mean? What every bullet costs, Every strand of 

hemp in the rope. To the fraction of a fraction of & rouble. | 
Then the dude yout re going to waste (bowing) for the good of the” 
state of course, That's gota soinds for the good of the state, 
You got a song there.. Anyeays I'd put the barrel into his mouth 


and pull. One man, one bullet. 
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STALIN: Sensible, 

GIRL: Realistic. 

FREUD: Barbarous! : 

BARNUM: Anything you want, ‘See a‘nan ‘ord country gotta find. 
out that you can't afford romance. Nolay! I mean a firing 
squad -looks nice in the home movies after, but #8 gotta 

pay them ole boys. And you just don't want any old cloth 

for a blindfold, And it just woul't be class-- 

GIRL? This is a classless society! 

BARNUM: This here's another kind of class. To offer a guy 

a shitty Russian cigarette. No offense, Joe. 

STALIN: None taken, I smoke Woodbines, 

GIRL: You shouldn't, 

STALIN: Stuff it! 

BARNUM: One man » one bullet. Say it! 

STALIN AND GIRL: One man, one bullet! 

BARNUM: You got it! 

Freud: If I am the only man in the world not a murderer what 
does that make me? 

GIRL: Immoral, 

STALIN: | Reprehensible. 

BARNUM: A goddamn fool! I say get it when you can! When you can! 
GIRL: And the disposal problem after we expend the one bullet? 
BARNUM: Disposal aint my business. Vou waht disposal people 
I'd pat you disposal people. I'm talking about the United 
Btates man! The United States. 


GIRL: And the nervous breakdowns of the executinners? 


BARNUM; | (to Freud) Give me a rundown on what: you guys charge. 


ee 


FREUD: I get a buck an hour. 


BARNUM: No kidding? If I knew that I'd agone further in school 
stead of trompin around elephant shit. Anyway, little lady, 
we'll work it into the estimate. Work it in! 

STALIN: Beautiful! I like you. 

BARNUM: Your servant, Joe. 

STALIN® I often work with people I despise and I despise you, 
BARNUM: And what I represent? 

STALIN: Not what you represent. I am not naive. 

BARNUM: We can do business, Jée. We can do business! You're 
gonna communize the world? 1 like that! Cause I'm gonna 
basinessmatize it! There's no conflict. 

OTHERS: 

ALL: Business matize? (No one can pronounce it) 

FREUD: Ugly word, all full of angry hissing. 

BARYUM: More like a steam engine, its pistons going like hell, 
Like hell! 

GIRL: The higest thinking of bourgeois scum. 

STALIN: My conscience is quite red. 

BARNUME Think SBOeniNG of it. I can get along anywheres. 

Get along! . | Can | 
FREUD: I'd like to, soe to Vienna, 

BARNUM: There's a secret to it of course. Always iSas your tongue 
moving, I-lapping bh your head! Don't even mind if the words don't 
come right away. You get. that tongue flapping and they come ao 
floods. In-floods. That's anyways how to. sell. And the world's 
built on selling! If you didn't buy, Joe, I'd of talked you 


“near to death. 


STALIN: My colleagues have tried everything elsge But what “it 


you Per ae . 
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BARNUM: Never heard the word. Never heard it! but if you mean 
a temporary setback where oe knees get watery and your stomach 
heaves lead while you shit in your pants and you get to bed 
and Haat ches ‘covers up and shake and shake, well, that used to 
happen. Used to! But the I expanded my philosophy of the 
tongue to include the true use of that miraculous organ in 
modern industrial society. Miraculous organ! 

GIRL: Enough is enough. Flap flap flap! Put the rifle in 
his mouth. Peacenof mind for the price ofa bullet. 

STALIN: One of the few bargains left. 

BARNUM: I'm going to give you this free! And you stick with 
it, you'll find your peace of mind. Guaranteed! 

FREUD: Would that life were aS Simple as you see it. I could 
sit in the cafés all day instead of listening to frigid bitches. 
GIRL: Pig! 

FREUD: Is she your conscience or is she a woman? You can't 
have both. 

STALIN: She's nothing. 

(BARNUM walks around, confronting each actor and audience with 

his tongue stuck fully out.) 

BARNUM: This amazingly flexible organ! (Pulling out the tip 

with his fingers, and shaking his tongue.) Vou Gan extend it, 

flap it, roll it, fit it to any shape--and tHe the secret, 

That then!s reaxiy Ahé secret. Cause you see, Joe Stalin, 


if a had to ld get this miracle beEbt up your ass, hard up 


in there, 
GIRL: Yuk! 
FREUD: Sick! 


BARNUM: But you got to be fast. Got to be. 


Cause it. falls ou 
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iidervecana how a man gets where he gets. You look careful and 
you'll see whole chains of men doing this. 

FREUD: Like copulating toads. 

BARNUM: You got it! Hopping together for the greater glory: 

To businessmatize the world! (wipes away a tear) Why people 
all over (pointing to audience) are packing their tongues in 
night now or feeling the urge. 

FREUD: © Then living with it to the grave, 

BARNUM: And beyond... I'm a churchgoer. 

GIRL: Naturally. 

STALIN: The opiate of the massés, 

BARNUM: You see red ; I See a dollar sign. We can get together, 
And you, Siggy, don't woryy aboutthe shame of it. You see all 
your neighbors doing it and that cuts it in half. Thm you 

look behind--after all you can only feel the one--and see 

the chain stretching there. Well, it makes you feel pretty 
good. Pretty damn good! Fulfilled really. Like God even! 
FREUD: A higher realm, 

BARNUM: Yesssssir! That there higher realm is what you can 

do to other people. 

STALIN: Profound! 

GIRL: I give it two red ‘stars, - 

FREUD: Where did the trauma begin? AB na I trace it back 

or forward? _ | 

GIRL: There is only forward for the Soviet masses. 

STALIN: Shut up! The doctor has asked an interesting question. 
I'm amused, | = - 


GIRL: For the soviet masses there is only forward! Away from: 


CApitalist filth, these poctal ond more a generates! 
Are we to eat. vi . : 
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(Stalin goes to the bike and rgoves one of the bandages. ) 

STALIN: (to Barnum) Come and hold her. (Barnum comes up behind; 

STALIN shoves the gag in her mouth and BRRNUM grabs the ends 

and ties them in back.) She struggles.) 

BARNUM: Mmmmmmmm she's got a nice roundness to her under the 

army pants. 

STALIN: Give me ten bucks and you can fuck her till her eyes smoke. 
BARNUM: I'11 take it off the first order. (BARNUM,STALIN shove her off.) 
FREUD: My diagnosis: Military-Industrial complex. 

STALIN: Prognosis? 

FREUD: 100 per cent fatal. 

BARNUM: Easy come easy go. 

FREUD: It's reversable. 

STALIN: Nonsense. Haven't you heard of detevewiiear It must 

go on this way. | 

BARNUM: Hell boys, who'd want it any other way? No bombs , 

no Christmas, 


Freud: So the death wish predominates. 


BARNUM: Shit! Any asshole could've’ told you that. All that education! 
FREUD: I feel like a player in a Greek tragedy. 

BARNUM: This is just a show. Like the circus, 

STALIN: Someday there'll be a fireworlts istic to end all cA Tewmrke 
displays. I'll be there, if only in spirit. 

BARNUM: You're a great man, J0e, ve m going to put you up for a. 
golfing and ‘social membership. I could. probably get Sissy in 

too, but he wouldn't be comfortable. | 


STALIN: Martin Luther would, 
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Scene 7 
Light comes up slowly to show the three actors buried up to their 
chins in the bin. BARNUM is underneath and cannot be seen. 


G.I. is grinning, S. S. stoic, GIRL almost catatonic 


BARNUM: (from underneath) Hey! How about...help me up there? 

G. Ie: What's in it for us? 

BARNUM: Good question. Always good question. What's in it is... 
the blast of the cpéfury, somthin to show you how it was, is, 

and will be in this world without end. 

GIRL: Without men you mean. 

(Theysucceed in uncovering him, pulling him up so that his head 
is visible.) | 
BARNUM: Machine that'll show you life! Life! 

G. I. : Hey I seen enough make you puke. : | 
BARNUM: CAn't live without it. (pulls up portable Tv.) 
Everything anyone ever did's in hepeye Everything's in here. 


~ GIRL: Naturally. 


5.8.3: It...mirrors life then Looks sonmsvhat like a mirror. 
BARNUM: No no no no! It is life! Is! We mirror it! We do! 
That's why I wouldn't take a million bucks for it. 


G. I.: Hey shit's shit ayway iyou look at it. . That thing's 
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not worth a fuckin thing. 
GIRL: Garbage in garbage out--like heredity. 
S.S: Wasn't Beethoven worth something? Or Goethe? 
GI: (Vulling off junk to expose ehessis. jacket.) Yeah yeah 
yeah yeah. Here's the fuckin natural end of what we started 
with. If I knew you were coming I'da baked a kike. 
BARN'IM: It's playing, just playing. Just a whatchacallit, show. 
S.S.: You don't hate like this when you play. The winner in 
every bloody war, proclaims himalf holy. 
(GI. That's me. The holy GI. I saved the world for democracy 
and'll fuck anything that moves. | 
SS: Man,..éan aspire. Your...person does not refute that. 
GI: When ft was in Nam I floated, floated, ee i ht at eS other. 
Nornan Rockwell picture with a needle in os hand! Ig in out 
Wasted then all. 
every other races White. Black. Yellow. /I'm not a racist. 
GIRL: Some of your best friends are though. 
Gi: Reger, All Pith} 
“SARNUM: I'm proud of this boy. Proud! This boy did the shit 
nobody else'd do. Nobody! 
SS: Burned a village in order to save it. 
GI: Except that ye lose your village ye shall not save i; 
BARNUM: I like that. Got a ring. Ring / | 
GI; Hey we learned a lot from you, Martin. What. happened to 
those ovens? Spruce em up a bit we could get some black fat 
poppin! | | 
Ss: We cannot take responsibility for all you learned, 
GI: And I liked that thing where youta Oey the camp eohnenaee 


for murder if he enutted out more than his quota, That's. German, _ 


Honey! I love it! Aone prisoner screwed his. wife when he was 
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too busy to watch. , = : . . 

BARNUM: That's: a goddamn shame. People should be decent to | . 
each other--and a lot of oe compatible moe ppEoeats 

SS: I'd say all of rt: oe. 

BARNUM: You really think? Hot shit,Man, you made my day! 

Made it! May-ade it! (rolling apound) 

Don't move girl, I'm heading round your way. Gonna give you 

a symbol of my happiness. 

Gi: A few Bible’verses, a booklet from McDonalds on economics, 

and the ole bananna royale. | 

BARNUM: Shush. Don't give away my technique, 

GIRL: Give me some rest you guys. Don't you realize what 

history. mee put me through. 

BARNUM: Are you moving, dear? What 1 can't chase I'll buy. 

GI: You come:over here, Babes, and I']1 stick it in your mouth 

for Old Glory, or ram it so far deur ass your ears'1l 

whistle. . | 

BARNUM: Go easy will you? Got my wife's picture tatooed 

on muh ding dong. 

GI: Don't worry, wouldn't touch her. She's been gangbanged 

by som many hordes of junglebunnies, ghinnys and polacks that 

she'd got enough cream in her to open up a dairy. 

SS: This disgust! This corroding sélfhatred! Surely we can 

salvage something! Gather something human unto ourselves. 

I appeal to you. I appeal to you all. In Wis name, in 

any name. ; 

GI: Mrommmmmm—nmmmmmmmmmn—MMMMMMHMMM ! Speaking of cream, that 
thing that just (squirming) eneekeod out of my aSS was a 


‘delight! Milky fudge. Mi 1111 


nN 
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BARNUM: I heard it. Wad my ears. 

GI: Ah but not this one! Silent but deadly. 

GIRL: God! 

BARNUM: How much money you got? Let me rip off a few for 
practice and we'll put our money 

GI: Where our ass is! 

(BARNUM and GI giggle and roll around. ) 

BARNUM: How about you, Marty? You in? 

GI: He's got to’be ordered by God, the pope, or Adolph. 
BARNUM: Believes in the TRinity hey? 

GI: It was invented for him. 

SS: fpleading) Then you, Miss, surely you... 

GIRL: Lay off. What more could you do to me? 

GI: Christ gabbed with the whores Martin. You got a precibnt. 
BARNUM: Drove the moneychangers from the temple too. Thank 
God they just run around the block. I mean that there's 
histry man History! If they didn't come back I'da never 

got the Boeing cnntract. Shit you nots Boeing contract! 
Ooooo. I let a big one go there. Did you catch it? 

GI: Not with your talking. | 

BARNUM: I feel funny without all of us in it. Like my mother'll 
find out. Pull a few marks out and come on over here Martin. 
GIRL: Give it a go, Kraut. Your mother won't know, 

GI: Fuck him. 

BARNUM: — We got time? 

GI: That'd be adding insult to fuckin iniquity. 
SS: Am 1 to own all the evil? Is thie the German fuction, oe 


destiny? nee mea 
a -To-carry the guilt for the rest of the world 


ORT) ey a, Tne ee ee 
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BARNUM: Buck up , boy. When the going gets tough the tough 

get going! They get going! 

SS: But you shot babies in Vietnam. 

GI: Everybody shoots babies. It's like brushing your teeth. 

GIRL: Jesus! 

BARNUM: Let's just not talk about it. 

SS: Of course not. Let us not face the horrors we are. 

BARNUM: A baby or two why that's nothing, but to keep on-- 

I mean I'm a churchgoer. Hell I belong to the Holy Name and 

I aict even Catholic. It's good business. Hell Je hea a guy 

come to the Kiwanis for Vietnam orphans. Gave him a bundle. 

My skirts are clean. 

GIRL: Immaculate. 

SS: Thrre's not enough money, therés not enough anything. Let us 

now start with-- 

GIRL and GI: Why bother? 

SS: Because God loves us. . 

GI: Somehow that coming from you just aint got the right... 

MenonEnee. 

BARNUM: Augitz: 

GI: Buchfnwald! 

GIRL: Me! 

SS: Dresden! | 

GI: (grabs an article of clothing and pretends to be gesaine.y . 
One day they, melted in the street. | * 
Surely life was then edmpletes: 

BARNUM: Nice poem. _ 

GIRL: They taught us to ae everything in school. 


BARNUM: Yeah you got the touch 


Pes, 
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GI: I'm a fuckin intellectual is what I am. 

GIRL: What's that? 

GI: A guy who knows why he's ripping out your eyes. 
SS: That's that-metaphysical imagery again. 

BARNUM: Whattya mean? 


' SS: I...don't know. 


BARNUM: Y6u'tre losing steam, boy. Mighta convince me of something 
if you didn't go'all blank half the time. 
SS: Pardon? 

cr 
BARNUM: Augwitz! 
GIRL: Me me me me me me me me me mememeeeeeeee! 
SS: Dresden, pretty Dresden! 
GI: (singing as he brings up a girdle) Buchenwald hey baby 

(in a bandy-legged dance 
Buch@nwald,/where a fat jew lady pressed you with a ton of 
Mhhhhhh! 

steaming flesh./ (smelling it and then flinging it away) 
What a wagete! 
SS: Dresden! Mine Grossmutter! The candy, the kisses! 
BARNUM: We got some high-class stuff from Dresden in here. 
Burnt stuff but at a hell of a good price. 
GIRL: But it smells burnt. 
GI: And you smell fucked. 
BARNUM: Burnt, smurt. Rather have that than the Auschwitz stuff . 


SS: I will put something on because someone must. (fishes up 


* @ large sweater which he puts on.) 


GIRL: No? half. bad. 
BARNUM: Does...it smell hysteria? 


GI: Waiting for a gas shower? 


GIRL: Burning in gasoline? 


ave 


bce tt Tinoky 
“in Africa waaring this shit. You gotta ge-where to go! Here 


ee 
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GI: (Sings) After the ball is over-—- 

SS: It smells humanity eivcuen/en sue and through all time 
and everywhere. 

GI: No shit? 

BARNUM: That too. 

GIRL: Does it smell menstrual blood? 

GI: That's in cycles like fuckin history. 

GIRL: Sick everything. 

SS: It does smell blood, all blood, all all al} all ail! 
The savior's blood too! 

GI: He fucked up everything thinking he could save us. 
SS: He loves us. He loves you! 

GI: I was waiting for you to pull this shit. 

BARNUN: It's all right if you can turn it into money. 
GIRL: It's a rggon for making me feel like scum. 

SS: No no no it's none of these, 

GI: Tell us about Beethoven again. 

SS: I'm telling you about—~ 

GI: Tell us about Adolph. 

BARNUM: Fucked up something fierce. Fierce! 

GIRL: Aryan supremacy--as if you could tell in the dark! 
BARNUM: That don't mean anything. That's just advertising. 
But this junk here. (throws some up) If I coulda gotten 


to him before the whole thing blew up I'da had every nigger 


“we got this stuff--like sitting on a goldmine--and we don't 


i know where to go with it. If you got organization. Or-ga-nigh- 


sa~SHUN! Well we could have a war we'd all be proud of. I 


mean you don't have ki11 


